whom Bob caught fluttering down the corridor like a bird,
shrugged his shoulders but gave no answer. No one seemed
to understand how utterly important it was for Bob to know
whether Sybil at this moment was sailing off as another
man's bride or whether she could still be found in the
theatre, for a last word of farewell.

He dressed quickly and, after a moment's hesitation, he
decided to go first to BhakarofPs room, find out himself
whether they had left or not and, if they were still there, to
inquire about the great man's condition and offer his assist-
ance. Yet, when he turned the corner of the narrow corridor,
he was stopped by Slickum who stood in front of the door
of his master's dressing-roorn. Bob's unreasonable heart gave
a leap., for Slickum's presence meant most probably that
Sybil too had not left yet.

"Mr. Bhakaroff still inside?"

"Yes sir, still inside,"

"How's he feeling now?"

"Mist' Bakrow feelin* fine, I s'pose."

"May I go in and say good-bye to him? I would like to,"

"No, sir, Mist' Marsh. Mist* Bakrow's aslepp, he's takia*
a rest. I is s'posed to take care he ain't disturbed."

"I see------" Bob said. "Miss Olivier in there with him?"

"No sir."

"But she hasn't left yet, has she? I mean, have they both
missed the boat?"

"I s'pose so, Mist* Marsh/*

" Well, thanks, Slickum," Bob said and went off, whistling.

He did not go directly to the ladies* side but made a few
cunning detours. Wherever he went, he was embraced by
fast-talking Italian fellow-singers, kissed on both cheeks by
faded female chorus members; there was a lot of shoulder-
clapping and handshaking, congratulations and prophesies
were showered upon him and even the older stage-hands
looked at him with a new expression of curious respect.